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than those accidents that spill or upset the pitcher are the drugs and sugars
that may be added to the spring water by well-meaning teachers or trusty
friends, kindly poisoners at the well-head. The water, if only it remain
pure, may be carried in make-shift vessels, a helmet, a hat, or a pail, or
resin from a wine-skin taint a headier type of drink and have to be dis-
regarded as an accident.
Inventors and Discoverers
Such are some of the enemies who lie in wait for the artist and the
critic. Now let us come closer to our subject with a broad distinction of
kinds.
Painters may be usefully, if not too sharply, divided into Inventors and
Discoverers. Musicians must be inventors, or nothing, because there is no
world of ready-made creatures of sound for them to adopt and modify,
but the painter who has^not the divine gift of semi-creation, of the group-
ing, 'out of his head*, of human and other forms in action, verified, not
ready-made, in models, the painter even for whom memory of shapes and
colours is uncertain, has the resource of finding in a scene presented to his
eyes the half-made material of a picture. It is a fallacy of ignorance that
there is no imagination* in such an act, dividing, as it does, the painter*s
activity crudely into 'natural effect* and 'technique*.1 Out of the camera-
image a picture-image must be detached and moulded, and seen b
picture terms before the brush begins its work. For the camera there is no
discovery beyond the initial act of choice and direction of the lens, but
'imagination*, which means image-making*, is in action when the hunt
is up for a picture in the outer, visible world; exalting, reducing or sup-
pressing features, determining and rendering lucid the governing lines, so
that they shape into a design, reading tone and colour into answers and
contrasts not fiddled away towards infinity, but vividly singled and
developed.
This occupation and entertainment of the eye, present, more or less, in
anyone's sight-seeing, this day-dream, was what remained over and be-
came Independent* in the latest of painting's preoccupations, landscape
nearly *pure and jsimple*, a foraging of the vision that accompanied a
taste for sociable or solitary commerce with 'Nature'. The mediaeval sculp-
tor who carved the Labours of the Year month by month, from pig-
sticking to threshing and wine-pressing, was contented with a symbol
hung up instead of a view, and would be scandalised to see humanity
take so secondary a place, or none at all, and the background he omitted
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